272                    MEEK   HERITAGE

into the room. They tried to pick their way over
the sleepers to the window, but the guard forbade
them and ordered them to keep beside the wall

66 Dear is the ransom of blasted liberty/' said
one of the newcomers.

No one got very much sleep, and all were
convinced they hadn't had a wink. Even the
briefest doze, however, is a barrier between
yesterday and to-day. In the morning they all
knew by instinct that no one was to be shot before
evening. The long day with its examinations
was ahead.

At half-past eight the Field Judge, the Com-
mandant and the local Civic Guard commander
were drinking their morning coffee. They were
all in a high state of nerves, on the point of quar-
relling among themselves, for everything was still
in a muddle and they had a trying day before
them. All kinds of things were needed, and
therewas nothing. The large number of prisoners
was bothersome. There was no settled procedure
for dealing with them. Some had been released
on the guarantee of local farmers, some shot by
the men on their own responsibility, the shoe-
makers among them had immediately been put
to work. All day farmers kept on bringing in
women and odd characters for examination, and
a man would come, for instance, to demand a
receipt for a telephone which the soldiers had